16   HAUPTMANN AND SILESIA
the first thing that Gerhart Hauptmann uttered. It was an effort for him to speak.
He was sitting in the big, green easy-chair. His legs were wrapped in a blanket and resting on a second chair. As he stretched out both hands to me from this bed of pain and fixed his big, bright-blue eyes on me with an expression of sadness, I was shocked at the great change that had taken place in him.
Only three months before he had still been the familiar "Olympian" of his pictures. For his eighty-two years he had been unusually resilient and active. An elastic gait, quick movements, a firm handshake had been characteristic of him.
His handshake still had a virile firmness to it. But the appearance of the old man . . .
His head, still crowned with the beautiful white hair, looked like that of a bird as it projected from his brown sport jacket and scarf.
"It was God's will that I be compelled to witness the destruction of Dresden—the city that I loved more than any other."
The old man breathed out the sentence, hesitating even between parts of the same word. He seemed crushed to the very depths of his soul.
"The damned shelter is to blame," he cried angrily and pointed at the upper part of his thighs, where the sciatica was.
"I was warned repeatedly, by a dream," he continued softly. "Well— be that as it may. Anyway, peacock feathers are supposed to bring misfortune. I had this dream—oh, it was . . ."
He looked over at his wife for help. "It was in the spring, two years ago, that you first dreamt it," she replied from her seat by the window, completing his thought with great alertness.
"At that time I immediately told our good Doctor Behl about the dream," said the old man, beginning anew. "I was sitting in a hall-like room that reminded me partly of Hohenhaus and partly of Wiesenstein. Gretchen here was sitting beside me. Suddenly a peacock feather grew out of my mouth, like the paper snakes that children like to blow up. Well—I don't believe I'll die because of this peacock feather. But still— in the unsuccessful first performance of Florian Geyer, Emmanuel Richter inadvertently wore a peacock feather in his helmet instead of an ostrich feather ..."
Margarete, who had been called to the telephone in the meantime, now returned to the breakfast room, whose bright cherry-wood furniture in the Biedermeier style had belonged to Hauptmann's mother.
It had an aura of hominess, this simple and yet refined bourgeois furniture. It seemed to do the sick man good. "Two men from the Gauleiter's* office called. They said it was urgent that they speak to you. If you want to receive them ... I asked them to tea, unless we let them know otherwise."
Gerhart Hauptmann shook his  head wearily.  "If they  don't come
* Official under National Socialism who was  in charge of a district about the size of an American county.